= ys wy x LY me 'Y _ x, ky : LO 2 « 4 4 PR "I Kc. 4% 

oo Dro REST Go hs 4 I 6 CALLS IST 
# Ke Wh Fj. Fo, 200 *F of LAS p + «/ "Tie of Cy ” 4 [3M AD w "IAC: : IF 

, PEE ls re OR OY OOO Fo fy hou i TN 

 . - £1 R _ jy ya My ESS 7 OY 


2 
. 


To the Memory of: That Worthy Gehtleman 


Il _ Collonel Thomas Blood 
1 VVho departed this life on the 26th of Auguſt 1680. With a deteRtion of ſeyeral Af. 
s | _perfions thrown upon him by Popith Maliceto blaſt his Memory, 


Tand back Rome's envious Scriblers, here's no place The Ridges of grim War, whilſt with his blade 


No wounding malice can this Tomb deface ; 

J This cycrlaſting Monument's too great 

ſl For all che Roman Prieſts or Imps of Fate, 

8 To level with the duſt: Theſe Lawrels bloome 

" WF Beyond what Time can wither or conſume ; 

"yl Set by the hands of Fame they ſmile ar Death, 

"8 Nor fear the blaſt of any humane breath : 

- WE Brave Bealo's Second, one whoſe courage durſt 

"BY Dare haughty Rome, in ſpight of her be juſt. 

"8 Though black mouth'd Envy fullies now thoſe bayes, 
Which once from: her had power to. gain the praiſe 
Of valiant, wife, and good ; things though moſt true 
In him, yet more than ever Roman knew 
In he who calls hunſelf the Churches head, 

| Whoſe pride aſpires on Princes necks to'tread. 

But is he gone, and has the Fates been kind, 

Say, Sir, tor by theſe words we know your mind. 
Puny Adorer of the Scarlet Beaſt, 

Fatcs Darling, who on Blood canſt only feaſt, 
Thou art nuftook, here thou haſt miſt thy prey, 
This Blood ſhall not thy burning thirſt allay ; 

| He's made immortal from thy reach convey'd, 
More Happy now than if he'd longer ſtaid 
TurmoiFd in cares on Farth ; bur ſtay, lets ſee 

"aL -1f Rome owns Merms, death muſt Sainted be ; 

. BY Have Incenſe blaze before his dreadful ſhrine, 

MA Becauſe he was ſo lucky for to joyn : 

SE With Traytors in their with, and us bereave 

ay Of thoſe who did the Nations undecave. 

"WE Hcroick Bedloe firſt who *f living yet, 

8 The Pricſts ne'r durſt haye peep'd abroad t' ave writ ; 
WE Bur like the Frogs before Fore's Stork have fled, 
Whilſt his terrihck name had ſtruck ſuch dread 
'As would have made them left both Beeds and Cools, 

E And yet for fear lain croaking in their holes. 
The next our Warriour, the renowned Blood, 

Who only liv'd to do his Country good: 

In arms grown famous, and in ſtrength compleart, 
Yet meek and humble, which pronounc'd hum great. 
.The true Idea of a Heroe juſt, 

In whom the god-of War might ſafely truſt, 

And leave to him the buſineſs of the field, 

'So often tryed yet never known to yeild;; 

But on the Edge of Battle often ſeen | 

To drive the Squadrons back, and force. between 


W Amongſt a thouſand deaths he paſſage made, 

WI So fierce in arms, that noughr his Courage ſtaid: 
W Then 'tis no wonder, that the teſty Rout 

WM Of Treaſon Brooders, joy his Lamp is out ; 
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my For though tlicir game is death they play not fair, 
Id Tis Maſlacres they love, but hate a War - 
al Unlcſs with great advantage they can riſe, , * 
x And the unthinking Innocents ſurpriſe, þ 
BY So glut themſelves with humane Sacrifice, 9 
& Which ſhews them baſe born, Cowards only fit: 
With Martyrs blood to fill Romes cup, and yet 
Theſe are the men that would ſuppreſs the Name 
Of him recorded in the Book of Fame : 
= He whom to after Ages we tranſlate 
The Man that lives in ſpight of Tyrant Fate. 
I In Counſels deep, indued with parts divine, 
-That from his ſober mene did brighter ſhine 
"Then all thefeigned rayes of gold made Saints,? 
Or Traytors dying Martyrs Crowns they paint: 
'His words were ſcrious mixt with wit ſublime, 
True to his Friend in this perfidious time, 
Yet envied 'cauſe Is narrow ſearching eye 
Did into Romes obſcurcſt ſecrets pry, 
As loathto fee his Country quite undone 
By thoſe he knew would no dire nuſcheif ſhun. 
His end was pious, for with his laſt breath, 
He pray'd for's Foes, and fearleſs met. grim Death 
With open arms not dreading his pale power, 
-Who onefttoke grin had force to give 1v INUIT. 
Then from his breaſt th*' unmorcal Soul ſtrait flew- 
To Heavens bright Regions, bidding Earth adew. 


——illi. 


The EPITAPH 


der this marble Pile, alas, here lies 
rea Blood whom Death. did unawares ſurpriſe, 
Miſtaheinot, Reader, though 'tis but his duſt, " 
* For his heroick Soul's among the Juſt, 
That could not be ate no Earthly Tomb 


Could bounÞ that boundleſs, .or afford it r00M, 
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Butin immortal dwelling that remains, 
Pure tatelleflual, free Row Earthly flains. 
| | 
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